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Puck’s Platform: Play the Game with the @ards on the fable. .- 


WE HAVE seen it stated repeatedly of late that four years ago there 
was a person named Alton B. Parker, but nowhere as yet have 
we seen it mentioned that there was also a person named Henry 
Gassaway Davis. Hence, we mention it. 
ee 
EvipenrLy, rHe Supreme Court of Tennessee disagrees with John 
D. Archboid on the proposition that “a little charity in judging 
others will go a long way toward bringing about ideal conditions in 
business.” 
be 
WHEN A MAN is the occupant of a high executive post, an office 
purposely and properly released from petty routine and de- 
tail, he must find it excessively annoying to be summoned to 
open court and ques- 
tioned as to trifles by 


‘¢ TENEMENT CHILDREN are the happiest in the world,” declared the 
Rev. Father Curry of the lower East Side, in the course of a 
roast on settlement workers, slum exploiters and literary sociologists, 
the rattle of whose typewriters may be heard far into the night. 
There is a great deal of poppycock about the settlement workers 
who work the settlements for what magazine material there may be 
in them, but Father Curry, in the statement quoted, matches them 
in poppycock. Childhood is normally happy, and the grim back- 
ing of a tenement forces it into the foreground and into a stronger 
light; that is all. 
‘< 
From Watt Srreer has emanated a. foolish canard that Presi- 
dent Rodsevelt:is drinking heavily. We say from Wall Street 
because it is only in 
that quarter that we 





a prying lawver. 
Take the case of H. H. 
Vreeland, for ex- 
ample. He is held up 
to the fire of a hostile 
attorney and more or 
less riddled because , 
he says he has no 
knowledge of the 
$500,000 which was 
paid out by the Metro- 
politan Railway in the 
mysterious matter of 
the Wall and Cort- 
landt Street trolley 
franchise. Mr. Vree- 
land, it is true, was 
president of the Metro- 
politan at the time, but 
—Gracious powers! — 
is the executive head, 
the brains, of a big 
public service corpo- 
ration to hamper his 
usefulness to the 
stockholders and the 
people at large by at- 
tending personally to 
such a trifling bit of 
routine business as the 
payment of half a mil- 
lion dollars to some- 
body? As well ask 
him to ‘stamp letters 
or answer, the phone 
or do his own type- 
writing. One almost 
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have heard the state- 
ment, and because to 
a certain class of Wall 
Street operators the 
idea of a man working 
under pressure with. 
out the aid of stimu- 
lants is incomprehen- 
sible. A great many 
—to put it mildly— 
of the gentlemen who 
operate in Wall Street 
“are moderate or im- 
moderate drinkers. 
One of the many things 
which they do not un- 
derstand is that alco- 
hol is not a stimulant 
but a narcotic, hence a 
foe to sustained effort. 
It is because he does 
not use narcotics of 
any sort, or in any way 
handicap the splendid 
machinery of his body, 
that Mr. Roosevelt is 
able daily to do an 
amount of work that 
would put his Wall 
Street critics in a sana- 
torium. 
7 
|F a PANIC occurs while 
the Democrats are 
: in power it is set down 
-. to’ tinkering with the 
” tariff.” If under a Re- 
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loses one’s ' patience, 
some people are so 
unreasonable. 


WHAT WALL STREET WOULD HAVE YOU BELIEVE. 


publican ~ administra- 
tion, the. diagnosis is 
“economic causes.” 
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A FRANK ADMISSION. 


U’ coursE I is sorry fer troubles uv odders, 
I hates to see anyone down on deir luck, 
I knows dat de men uv de woild are me 

















brudders 

An’ I helps ’em, if possible, out uv de = 
muck ; _— Yi = St 

But w’en it comes down to a question — ¢2> y =a 
¥ > g Z ] f 777 MOTOR STaTion, 
uv cases J YY Uf Uf Hf Mi . dy MAIN Alsite [= 
I lays all my sympathies up on de pp he iim 1) es Vz Oa 

shelf, « MYA MUA Wl Oi ot. 


For uv all de fall guys wot’s in 
trouble’s embraces, 
De guy dat I’m sorriest fer is 
Meself. 











I kin feel fer de troubles uv friends 
an’ relations 
But not half so bad as I does fer 
me own, 
I hates to see odder mugs short on deir rations 
But to famish Meself is wot loins me to groan; 
A guy wot’s in love an’ don’t seem to be winnin’, 
I’m sorry fer him, but me sorrer is tame, 
To de way dat I feel w’en I’m havin’ an innin’ 
An’ losin’, Meself, at de same kind uv game. 


W’en some odder gieser makes barrels uv money, 
I’m glad fer his sake as a feller kin be; 

But say, it don’t make me one quarter as sunny 
As it wud if de same t’ing had happened to me! It is pretty sure to happen if our department stores get any larger. 

I’m proud uv de t’ings dat me friends do, but prouder 
A hull bloomin’ lot, of de ings dat 7 do; re 


I laughs at folks’ jokes, but I laughs a lot louder EVERY MAN’S MIXTURE. 


At de jokes wot I makes all Meself —an’ dat’s true! 
oe living in America and studying both sides of the economic 
and social conditions, the following reflections will naturally 


SHOPPING MADE EASY. 


Wat’s more, I kin say dat I likes Meself better 


Dan anyone else I has met wid so far; occur to every intelligent man: 
I knows Meself down to de last little letter “When I think of the frightful financial abuses, of the stealing of 
An’ I inks I’m as good as de best uv dem are; franchises, the looting of banks, the blatant grafiing, I am in favor 
I woiks fer Meself an’ I gives Meself credit of forming a mob, surrounding the houses of some of these grafters, 
Fer bein’ de best uv me friends, old er new, and dragging them forth, hanging them to the nearest lamppost. 
I’m strong fer Meself —an’ now dat I’ve said it — “But, of course, business would suffer, and I am also in favor 
Say, cul, on de dead, ain’t it dat way wid you? Serton Braley. of legitimate business. Perhaps, after all, milder measures are in 


order. A slow development toward justice, to an ideal form 
of government, in which all must have equal rights. 
“When, on the other hand, I walk through the 
crowded districts and see the thousands 
of people below the poverty-line, dying 
like sheep or eking out a miserable exis- 
tence, my blood begins to boil. Let's 
have anarchy, socialism, anything to 
stop this unnecessary cruelty. For it is 
all unnecessary.- I say, we will teach 
our rulers to be just. 

“ But, ah! is it not better, after all. to 
wait? Besides, the rich have their side. 
They have responsibilities, and uphold- 
ing, as they do, our credit, we cannot 
afford to upset them too suddenly.” 

{ Anarchist 
Thus every man is < Socialist 
Conservative. 
T. L. Masson. 


MADE IT PAY. 


S' SeaveR.— Wit Snyder mortgaged his farm 
to buy an automobile. 
Jem Winrow.— Yes; but this winter when 
the snow was too deep ter ride he used the machine 
as a stationary enjine, sawed 234 cords o’ wood; 
pressed 389 bales o’ hay an’ straw; did the milkin’, 
separatin’ an’ churnin’ with the machine; cut feed for 
the chickens an’ cattle, and pumped th’ water to th’ 
house. Wit cal'lates he saved enough to pay off thet 
mortgage an’ leave a tidy balance o’ $4.70 in th’ bank. 
‘©A FROG HE WOULD A.WOOING GO.” Oh, ye don’t get th’ best o’ Wit on a bargain. 














r takes two to make a quarrel, but some folks don’t have much trouble 


finding the other one. 








ZEBUDEE FRUNGLE’S COURTSHIP. 


EBUDEE FRUNGLE came to ‘Toodboro, Mass., with an 
old hand-satchel containing a night-shirt, a wash- 
basin and a bit of looking-glass six by eight. 
His comb was in his vest pocket. His heart 
was in his mouth. He was a fugitive from 
injustice. He had run away from home. 
Mr. Frungle hired the little dismantled 











office of an ancient village lawyer who for 
some years had been. practicing his profession in 
another place than Toodboro, being dead. The 
office was equipped with a sink in the back room, 
broken shutters, and several hundred weird appear- 
ing cobwebs. 

Zebudee Frungle swept out the cobwebs and 
obtained some straw that night from a farmer who 
was asleep. ‘Then Mr. Frungle slept—dquite as 
virtuously as the farmer. Perhaps the sanctified 
spirit of the grand old thief who once had dwelt in 
that hallowed office hovered gently over Zebudee 
Frungle, the neophyte, and bade him be at ease. 

Zebudee Frungle was more than thirteen hun- 
dred miles from his wife; better was the floor of 
the office of a person who transacted business. @ 
through his heirs than the Kansas farm where 
Zebudee Frungle’s wife’s voice rent the air with 
inelegant persistency. Julia Jane Frungle had 
talked the unhappy Zebudee into so excited a 
condition before he fled from home that he ran, 
the first ten miles. It had been going on for twelve 
years, and Zebudee was nervons. 


“< 


When Zebudee Frungle had for one year lived the 
life of an exemplary citizen of Toodboro, being a shoe- 
maker through the week and on Sundays a devout attendant at the 
Methodist church, he was much excited one morning to receive a 
letter from the only man in Kansas who had his confidence and his 
address. ‘This was the letter: 
DEAR ZEB: — there was a hel of a cyclone here last nite, 
and the ruins to your place took afire, and your wife ain’t ben 


seen since. yors truly, 
Ws. SPING. 


This letter was followed in three days by another, which read: 


Dear ZEB: — According to expurt opinion round here 
you are a widderer. yors truly, 
Ws. SPING. 


The widower made his way back to Kansas. He collected the 
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THE Pose oF YESTERDAY. 





THE Pose or To-DAY. 







































EVEN THERE. 


FOREMOST SHADE (¢o St. Peter).— Return checks, please. We are going out- 
side for a while. The celestial orchestra is playing ‘*The Merry Widow” Waltz. 





insurance, life and fire, which was due him, and with a part of the 
life insurance money of the late Mrs. Frungle erected a graceful 
monument to her memory. Three months fled by as months will 
fly when men are busy. Zebudee Frungle builded on the site of his 
old home. A certain thought, shamed and furtive at first, but soon 
insistent, and finally shameless, possessed him. He was thinking of 
getting married. The last nail had hardly been driven in his new 
residence before he decided to advertise for a wife. Several of his 
neighbors had thus obtained docile and affectionate helpmeets who 
proved to be almost noiseless wives. Wm. Sping was one instance. 
Ne 

Zebudee Frungle had one hundred and twenty answers. He 

had advertised this way: “ Farmer, owning new buildings clear, on 


OR, THE RISING HAND. 


THE Pose oF TO-MORROW, 
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AN UNWRITTEN CHAPTER. 


ENTERFRISING CITIZEN (in Samson’s Gymnasium).— We should 
like to buy the use of your name, Mr. Samson, for a Correspondence 
School of Physical Culture, to be advertised as Samson’s School, of 
course. What are your terms? 





At Farm, wants wife who can appreciate same, and keep still 
about it. Women wishing to run farm and husband invited to not 
answer.” 

In the newly whitened sitting room of his excellent new house, 
Zebudee Frungle sat at a brand-new writing desk and pondered the 
stupendous problem of choosing a new wife. 

Some of them had enclosed photographs of themselves. There 
was in particular one plump little widow whose face was mighty 
pleasant. But Mr. Frungle took violent exception, mentally, to a 
single clause of her letter, which said: “Should be dutiful and lov- 
ing, but should expect to have something to say about men track- 
ing mud into the kitchen.” 

“Not by a durn sight!” said Zebudee Frungle, at last, laying 
aside letter and picture with an air of determination. 

The letter which Mr. Frungle finally answered appointing time 
and place for interview, viz.: as soon as possible, at the farm of 
said Zebudee Frungle, was one of the briefest of the hundred and 
twenty. It read: 

‘Would like a good home and husband. Am willing 
to not talk only when spoke to. ALMIRA STEBBINS.” 
Ne 

Zebudee Frungle met her at the station the night she arrived 
from Chicago. It was quite dark, and she wore a heavy veil. 
Zebudee was alike consumed with curiosity and flayed by suspicion. 
He proposed to marry nobody sight unseen. He couldn’t even get 
her to talk. He forgot that this was a point he had insisted upon, 
and almost became angry. But she put an arm gently about him, 
as they rode in thé silent night in Zebudee’s buckboard; he became 
more at ease. “I could love you, dear,” she finally whispered. 
“Oh, I know I could!” With her free hand she pulled aside her 
veil, and kissed him. Just then, the moon broke through its black 
wall of cloud, and Zebudee Frungle saw — his wife. 





She had traced him from Kansas, to ‘Toodboro, to Kan- 
ae 


“ Julia,” he said, when they had both become calmer, 
“did Bill Sping know you wan’t burnt up ?” 

“T think he must of knowed,” said Mrs. Frungle, 
“fer he took me to the depot 
the night I took the train 
fer East.” —— 

There was silence . 
between them, 
while Mr. 
Frungle un- ~ 
hitched his _ —— 
horse; _pres- a 
ently he took 
his wife into 
his new 
house. She 
sat meekly 
upon a hard 
kitchenchair, <= 
and the tears 
ran down her 
cheeks. 

“Oh, Zeb!” she 
sobbed. 

“Well?” said Mr. Frungle, hiding his feelings. 

“Kin you forgive me?” 

A lump rose in the throat of Zebudee Frungle. 

“Durn it, yes!” he said, huskily. He clasped her in 
his arms. 

“Also,” he said, as she caressed him, “durned ef I 
don’t fergive Bill Sping!” Fred. Ladd. 





THE SECRET REBAIT. 





NO MARKET. 


PARROW.— You're rather late in getting back from the south. 
Rosin.— I hated to break away, old chap. ‘The farmers 
down that way are actually letting the cherries spoil on the trees. 
SPARROW.— Why, how’s that ? 
Rosin.— Prohibition has queered the cocktail business. 
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THE WOODPECKER’S FINISH. 


THE ROBIN.— Why, it’s very sudden. What did he die of? 
THE Jay.—Of jealousy and despondency. He was over by the 
new steel bridge on Monday and heard a pneumatic riveter at work. 








of relatives on both sides. 


ne of the greatest sources of happiness in young married life is a lack 
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SUNDAY MORNING SERVICES. 


SHOWING How A Cuurcit May TAKE ADVANTAGE OF A FAD. 





BROTHER YOCKEY’S NEUTRALITY. 


4 )H-WELL, yassah!” confessed old Brother Yockey. 
“We has been havin’ right smaht of a spuriation, 
down at de Chapel, ‘bout de new awgin dat was 
bought on de ’stallment plan. But I’s nootral in 
de mattah muhse’f, plumb nootral. 

“One side puhsists dat awgin-music in de 
church is right uhkaze David—I reggin ’twuz— 
danced befo’ Saul; and de yudder side declahs 
dat de awgin am de devil’s music-box and «dat 
Saul done th’owed his juvenile at David when he 
danced. But I isn’t takin’ no sides, I tell yo’ — 
not me! When dey axes me | dess infawms ’em 
dat all dat Saul-bidness was long befo’ my time. 

“‘Tudder night somebody done took de awgin 
and rolled it down de hill into de creek, but ’twuz 
drug out next mawnin’ wid a hole broke in its back and 
three live catfish inside, and put back in de church and 

chained to de flo’. But I was nootral in all dat—I sho’ was! 
I was wid de gang dat rolled it into de creek, and I was wid de 
folks dat put it back in de church—I was plumb nootral! Dar ’tis 
now, lookin’ like it’s been th’oo de panic —uck-yassah! —wid de 
varnish all gone, de stops and do-jiggers ’most all knocked off, 





and de music dey gits out’n it do sound scan’lous saturated and 
squanchy. But i tells em, muhse’f, dat I isn’t got no yeah for 
music, no-how, and <ess lets de rest of ’em go on uh-squabblin’ 
like a mass-meetin’ o’ ki yotes. 

“T’s ca’m and nootral th’oo it all, ’ceppin’ I may say I’m dess 
a little speck dag-gawn tired o’ eatin’ church festival oyster stew at 
twen’y-fi’ cents a thin plate to pay de ’stallments on a defunct awgin. 
And, ’sides dat, I’s been hit on de nose fo’ times already by dem 





zee-lots. Yassah, fo’ times on de nose!” Tom P. Morgan. 
HUMANITY, IN THE LAST ANALYSIS. 

1. Goats, who can afford no car. 

2. SHEEP. 


A. Lower Class, who can afford some sort of a car. 

B. Middle Class, who can afford a bang-up car. 

C. Upper Class. 
a. Fringe, who can afford some sort of a car every year. 
4. Society, who can afford a bang-up Gar every year. 


HOW IT WAS. 


INKS (in surprise ).—Moving again? Just when you were settled? 
Binks.— Yes; our Willie whipped the janitor’s boy. 











hen egotists marry there is a fair chance that one of them will get 


over it. 


a, 
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RAGE TRACK 
SPECIAL 


“IMPROVING THE BREED.” 





BE KIND. ° 


A little charity in judging others will goa long way in bringing 
about ideal conditions in business.—/ohn D. Archbold. 
Speak gently to the octopus, 
And beat him when he sneezes; 
He only does it to annoy; 
And ’cause he knows it teases. 
—Lewits Carroll. 
B" mercifully tender to 
The Standard Oil rebater, 
And do not judge him as you would 
A common violator. 


Be clement with that erring son, 
a The wealthy malefactor, 

a And do not breathe aspersions on 
Ge His business character. 

ey 


Ze 





Likewise be not too hard upon 
The crooked bank official, Pe 
Nor view his lapses in a light i 
Unduly prejudicial. ; (, 


Be lenient with the buccaneers 
Who boost the price of living, 

And to the Beef Trust try to be 
Forbearing and forgiving. 


Speak kindly of all other trusts 
That stifle competition, 

And do not, as so many do, 
Regard them with suspicion. 


In short, be gentle and be kind 
Alike to skinned and skinners; 
For charity doth ever cloak 
A multitude of sinners. BD. Li 





BADGE OF MERIT. 


Boe: Epuraim.— That kind of legislation would be 
purty drastic. You must remember that there are good 
trusts as well as bad ones. 

Uncie WILLiam.— Yes; but how are you ter tell which are 
the good ones? : 


UNCLE Epxraim.— Why, the good trusts are the ones that can go 
before any committee and prove that they’re actually losin’ money. 










THE FIT. 
Is sense of fitness was won- 
derful. 


“But is it right?” objected 
sundry of the other characters in 
the novel, narrowly thoughtful 
of mere convention. 

“ Right!” sneered our hero, 
in just scorn. “Of course the 
question is not at all if this thing 
be right, but whether it will go 
in New York, if dramatized!” 

And to such an exacting 
standard of conduct did he 
rigidly adhere, from the first page 
unto the last. 


WASHINGTON NEWS. 


Hes OF REPRESENTATIVES. 

—Mr. Minor of Colorado 

proposed a resolution to investi- 

tera gate recent demonstrations, as 

reported in the public press, on the 

part of so called suffragettes in Great 
Britain. 

The object of this resolution, as eia- 

borately explained by Mr. Minor, in a 
speech urging its adoption, was to reach an approximate 
conclusion concerning the influence such demonstrations 
exerted on the cause of suffrage generally, and to further 
the object of drawing an intelligent comparison between 
conditions existing in English constituencies and those in some of 
our western states. 

Continuing his remarks, Mr. Minor spoke of the doubtful suc- 
cess that would inevitably follow the use of a secret ballot in states 
where woman suffrage should be adopted. 

He thought, however, that many of the most serious objec- 
tions would ultimately be overcome by the introduction of mirrors 
as part of the furniture attached to election booths and by striking 
out all reference to the age at which citizens shall be qualified 
to vote. The resolution was agreed to. M. C. 
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NATURAL. 


ISITOR (in prison ).— And that convict standing over yonder? 
GuarD.— He’s a trusty. 
Vistror.—Indeed! What trust was he connected with, if I may 
ask ? 
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HELLISH NOTIONS. 


The Pittsburgh man’s idea of eternal torment. 
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ONE COMMONPLACE PERSON AT THE HEAD. TABLE. + 
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A SIMPLE EQUATION. . 
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Sherry 


iil 


71 


Claret 


: ih Sauterne 
| 

Champagne 

Burgundy 


Liqueurs 


ONE Wine List = 





TRAGEDY SIDETRACKED. 


HERE is nothing,” said the. man’ whose -haic had 
been very red when there was more of it, *ab- 
solutely nothing like music to relieve. tension 
and avert tragedy.” 
“H-m!” said the cynical chap, darkly. 
“Well?” asked the curious comrade. 
# The man whose auburn hair had once been lux- 
\ ‘\ uriant rubbed his baldness and told ’em about it. 
“TI” sat at this very table in this little old café the other 


night—which isn’t little and isn’t old, 
and is just about the swellest new 
thing in Manhattan—and sipped 


something I hadn’t orter withan 
old friend who hadn’t orter, 


for the sake of sitting here 
and watching the paneled 
oak grow old and hearing 
the Russian music bound 
back from the ceiling. 
Time, eleven o'clock, misty 
haze intheroom; early din- 
ers feeling need of refresh- 
ment; late ones taking it 
on principle: everybody 
either suffering or happy, 
—some both. 

“At the table right 
over here under gorgeous 
chandelier number two to 
the left sat a woman of 
thirty-five, with many jew- 
els, and one scowl. One 
of the males you see in 
this town whose dress shirt 
front showed as much ex- 
pense as his face showed 


good feeding sat opposite 
the woman and callously gazed 


at the scowl. He didn’t look like 
her husband: he didn’t take it that 
way; hé was too everlastingly de-. 
fiant. If he’d had features in- 
stead of a face, they’d have been 


UU E 











THE STRENUOUS LIFE. 
MAaMMA.—Good gracious, Georgie! What zs the matter with 
Freddie Jones? Is the child having a fit? 
GEORGIE.—No, mamma. You know Freddie stutters, and we 
bet he couldn’t say ‘‘altitudinosity ’’ before Bobbie ran twice around 


the block. 








ONE SCREAMINGLY FUNNY AFTER-DINNER SPEAKER. 


a eR Pee 


distorted. . The third member of the ‘party might have been the 


Jady’s‘elder brother, or an ex-pastor going to ruin with a former 
- parishioner. His whiskers were an odd sort that might have indi- 


cated. anything from a-gentleman who worked in a library to a 
duellist. “Heé*was watching the jeweled woman’s scowl with a cat- 
like expression, when she suddenly seized: the large glass of ice- 
water that stood beside her empty-cocktail glass and dashed every 
drop of it straight into the pasty face of the defiant male who sat 
directly across the table from her. It drenched him, 
“She seized his own glass and repeated the trick. There was 
one of those little fool cubes of ice in it, 
and it cut his face. Blood show- 
ed. The quick feet of waiters 
were too slow to reach the 
woman before she'd seized 
the third glass of ice-water 
and thrown it. This time 
the fellow’s nostrils caught 
it, and he nearly strangled. 
He let out an inarticulate, 
maddened howl. ‘The 
party who looked like a 
duellist hadn’t turned a hair 
during the deluge; but now 
= his hand went to his hip- 
y. 2 pocket like a flash. I teil 
—— you boys, it looked tragic! 
There was a panic in the 
café ina second. That in- 
stant, my old friend who 
sat here at this table beside 
me sprang to-his feet, and 
began in a fine, clear tenor 
voice a beautiful song; the 
duellist sank into his chair, 
the woman put on her furs, 
the drowned man hic- 
coughed, and the whole 
café applauded. 
“H-m!” said the cynic. 
“What was the song?” asked the 
curious clap. 
“ Throw out the Life Line,” said 
the baldheaded-man. | Fred Ladd. 
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THE -MAGAZINE MAN. 


ALWAYS had a vague suspicion 

That Man, in Woman’s lovely eyes, 
Was not of such a base condition 

As she would have us all surmise; 
I dimly hoped she did but slight us 

To curb our pride within our means, — 
Until I read our ‘‘ women writahs”’ 

In Noo Yawk’s ‘‘bettah”’ magazines. 





Now, now [ know, in shamed contrition, 
That, to the mind of her I love, 

I say ‘*Confound it!” and *‘ Perdition!” 
Like ‘‘ Harold” in ‘‘ The Fatal Shove.” 
She thinks, no doubt, that when real peevish, 

Icry: ‘‘ You are a beastly cad!” 
As ‘‘Floyd”’ exclaimed to ‘‘ Percy Neevish”’: 
‘*Curse you, you drove me to the bad!” 


I always know she’s disappointed, 
If, as I hold her hand in mine, 
I do not sob: ‘‘Oh, Love’s Anointed!” 
‘Oh, soul of souls! 
I know she will not mind short rations, 
(7 do not eat; I dress instead ;) 
If my clothes match the illustrations 
For ‘‘ [larry Dashwood, Thoroughbred.” 


Where shall we dine! ” 


Reformers, you are misdirected; 

Sweet Charity, your work is vain, 
Since a// our women have elected 

To soar on Fiction’s eroplane. 
Our youths are sinking to damnation ; 

Our poor girls make ’em act that way; 
Can't Mr. Roosevelt save our nation 

From magazinian decay ? 

Chester Firkins. 


A DOLLAR’S WORTH. 


HAT do you mean by a dollar?” inquired the Man from 
Mars. 
“A dollar,” said the Professor of Political Economy, “is one 
and sixty-seven hundredths grams of gold, nine-tenths fine.” 
“What is it used for?” 





SUPERFLUOUS. 


THE BARTENDER. — Have a straw, sir? 


THE ELEPHANT.— Thanks, no! I'll use my trunk! 





or I’d lose my job. 






















* ORGANIZED.” 


What’s the matter with 


WHEN BASE BALL IS 


Fan.— Gosh, there’s another muff. 
these teams ? 

CraNnK.—Oh, the old story. 
‘They can’t get any more pay than 
the prevailing rate, so there’s no incentive to good playing 
And the club doesn’t dare fire one, no matter how rotten he gets, 
because the rest of ’em would strike. 


Since the Ball Players’ Union 
was formed, they don’t care. 


“It is used to measure the value of things. Even wives are 
very often measured in dollars.” 
“ But how do you measure the value of gold?” 
“We do not measure the value of gold. 
We just fix it by law as I have told you 
and that ends it.” (\_— 
“Yes, but surely the quantity of known Hi 
gold and the difficulty with which 
it may be produced do not always 
remain the same,” pursued the 
Man from Mars. 

* Well, no,” answered the Pro- 
fessor. “ The fact is, that the annual 
production of gold has tremend- 
ously increased, owing to the dis- 
covery of new mines and the inven- 
tion of labor-saving contrivances.” 

“What effect does that have?” 

“Ordinarily I do not speak of 
such things,” said the Professor, 
“lest the value of some of the se- 
curities with which our university is 
endowed might become impaired ; A 
but I don’t mind telling you, as I ~* 
know it will go no further. It is this A LUNG SPECIALISI. 
way: The value of gold is really 
governed by the amount of human labor necessarily ex- 
pended in its production. ‘The value of the human labor 
expended is measured by the cost of the necessaries of life. 

The value of the necessaries of life is measured in gold, 

which completes the circle. The whole thing is, there- 

fore, a circumference equidistant from a point within called 
the dollar.” 

“And the owners of these various constituent parts 

are chasing each other round and round,” suggested the 

Man from Mars. 
“That’s about it,” said the Professor; “but don’t give it away, 


Ellis O. Jones. 
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often, alas, is the straight ticket filled up wit 


h crooked candidates. 











I Want You to Try My Razor 


If you are still depending upon the barber 
or old-fashioned razor you are in the same category with the man who 
climbs ten flight of stairs when there is an elevator in 
the building. 

You are not only like him — losing time — 

which ismoney—but you are also losing the benefits of a 

clean, comfortable home shave—which is not only a great 

convenience but also economical. With the “Gillette ” 

the most inexperienced man can remove, without cut or 
scratch, in three to five minutes, any beard that ever grew. 

My razor is always ready, No Strop- 

ping, No Honing. No other razor so durable. 

The “ Gillette” will last a lifetime. Blades so inex- 

pensive, when dull you throw them away as you 

would an old pen. 

I have spent years in perfecting this 

razor, which gives you the best possible shave at 

home or away — saving you time, money and 


endless inconvenience. 

Over two million men know how well 
I have succeeded. I want you toenjoy the benefits of 
my razor. All Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hardware 
and Sporting Goods dealers sell it. Get it to-day, 


The Gillette Safety Razor Set consists of a triple 
silver-plated holder, 12 double-edged flexible blades 
—24 keen edges, packed in a velvet lined leather 
case, and the price is $5.00. 

Combination Sets from $6.50 to $50.00. 


Ask your dealer for the “‘ Gillette ” to-day. If substitutes are offered, refuse 
them, and write us at once for our booklet and free trial offer. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 
















































yawns between literature and life?—Current Literature. 


262 Times Bidg. 262 Kimball Bidg. 262 Stock Exchange Bldg. 
New York. BOSTON Chicago. 














A Burlesque Historical Novel 





Monsieur den 
Brochette ™* % 


By the Humorous Syndicate 


JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
ARTHUR HAMILTON FOLWELL 
and BERT LESTON TAYLOR 


29 Full-page Illustrations by FRANK A. NANKIVELL 





‘‘Monsieur D’En Brochette.”’ is acap- 


This ‘‘ historical’’ account of certain 
ital travesty of the romances of the 


of the adventures of Huevos Pasada Par 


Agua, Marquis of Pollio Grille, and 
Count of Pate de Foie Gras, is a clever 
and amusing burlesque on the novel of 
histrio—adventure. We consider it 
strange it has not been done before, 
but it is certainly well done now. 


sword by American imitators of Alex- 
andre Dumas which have been so num- 
erous and popular in the last few years. 
The satire is me and even the victims 
cannot fail to admire the skill with 
which the sharp thrusts are given. 





—Detroit Free Press. —The Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
The adventures which Robert Gaston 
de Launay Alphonse, Marquis of Pollio 
Grille, Count of Pate de Foie Gras, and 
Much Else Besides, succeeds in crowd- 
ing into the short space of forty-eight 
hours are astounding. 
—Loutsville Courier-Journal. 


PRICE Udiibapine FIFTY CENTS 





All Booksellers, or mailed anywhere on receipt 
of price by PUCK, New York 























White Rock 


“The World’s Best Table Water” 


Funniest Book of the Year, “‘ Richard’s Poor Almanack,” bound 
and illustrated, sent for 10c, Address WHITE ROCK, Flatiron Building, N. y, 





LITERATURE AND POLITICS. 


With a poet the mayor of San Francisco, a novelist the mayor of Toledo, 
an historian one of the United States Senators from Massachusetts, another 
novelist a member of thé legislature (until a few years ago) of Indiana, still an- 
other trying to break into the board of aldermen of Philadelphia, and a fourth 
nursing gubernatorial hopes in New Hampshire, who shall say a great gulf still 














A BUSINESS PROPOSITION. 


THE PATRON.— Yes, it’s pretty good, but it’s too small. Now, 3 
I’ve got a peach of a gold frame home, eight by ten feet. How much 
will you charge for a picture to fill it? 





Hotels and restaurants should have a bottle of 
Abbott’s Bitters handy in the dining-room for a fruit 
cocktail. Adds to the deliciousness of grape fruit. 





DoucH Bac DIPLomacy. 


We suppose that on a salary of five or ten thousand dollars a year an Am- 
bassador could board with his family in a second or third class hotel or pension 
in London, or Paris, or Berlin, or St. Petersburg, and hire a cheap office on a side 
street, and entertain nobody, and show no courtesies to Americans abroad, and 
yet negotiate treaties and perform all the needed clerkly duties. But a man must 
live according to his station. It is so in the most democratic society. A lawyer 
must wear better clothes than a mason. His business, his position require it. Our 
Congress should pay salaries sufficient that a man need not be conspicuous for 
niggardliness. It is a wrong to the country if Congress provides so small a salary 
that a man of the highest qualification cannot go, and that a second rate man has 
to be taken because he is rich and is willing to spend his money for the distinc- 
tion that comes with the place.— Zhe Jndependent. 





For itinerary, illustrated literature and complete cost of a vacation from your home to 


. 
How Much for a Vacation? any place in the Adirondack Mountains or Thousand Islands, send a 2 cent stamp to New 
York Central Lines Advertising Dept., Room C, Grand Central Station, New York City. 
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LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartrenx 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 








This famous cordial, now made at Tarra- 
gona, Spain, was for centuries distilled by 
the Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux) 
at the Monastery of Ia Grande Chartreuse, 
France, and known throughout the world 
as Chartreuse. The above cut represents 
the bottle and label employed in the put- 
ting up of the article since the Monks’ ex- 
pulsion from France, and it is now known 
as Liqueur Péres Chartreux (the Monks, 
however, still retain the right to use the 
old bottle and label as well), distilled by 
the same order of Monks, who have securely 
guarded the secret of its manufacture for 
hundreds of years, taking it with them at the 
time they left the Monastery of La Grande 
Chartreuse, and who, therefore, alone pos- 
sess a knowledge of the elements of this 
delicious nectar. No liqueur associated 
with the name of the Carthusian Monks 
(Péres Chartreux) and made since their 
expulsion from France is genuine except 
that made by them at Tarragona, Spain. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, ~ 


Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y 
Sole Agents for United States. 


“voseastnanieessaianene 
FOR » MEN 
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OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


~MADE AT KEY WEST 


By staTInc that if he had a chance 
he would steal the City Hall, a Chicago 
Alderman has illustrated the difference 
between frankness and honesty.—PAi/- 
adelphia Ledger. 


~ 1.W. 
HARPER 
KENTUCKY 


WHISKEY 


for Gentlemen 
who cherish 


Quality. 
























BiIDDEN to cease shooting people, 
Haiti’s President cuts off their heads 
now, not having grasped fully the spirit 
of the law.— Philadelphia Ledger. 


















JOURNALISM. 

The printed word 
has come to be one 
channel for the dis- 
semination of gen- 
eral information. 
The people, save in 
such cases where an 
outcry is flung from 
town to town, and 
set echoing through- 
out the country, are 
absolutely dependent 
upon the newspapers 
for their facts. The 
monopolists and 
rich corruptionists, 
long ago apprecia- 
tive of this, have 
practically gained 
control of the daily 
papers of the coun- 
try, likewise the 
great press associa- 
tions. This contro] 
is manifested not 
only in the suppres- 
sion of news, and its 
distortion where it 
cannot be suppress- 
ed, but in the manu- 
facture of news. ... 
What is there to do 
about it? Well, not 
much, as a matter of 
fact. But don’t be 
fooled any longer. 
Be chary of passing 
judgment until you 
have the facts. — 
Kansas City News 
Book. 


SEEMS too bad 
that people insist on 
jumping on young 
Mr. Vanderbilt just 
when he is trying to 
establish a coaching 
business between 
London and Brigh- 
ton. — /ndianapolis 
News. 





PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


have made their re- 
putation ; but they 
do not depend upon 
it. They stand upon 


their present merits. 








Pears 
cleanses thoroughly, 
soothing and freshening 
the skin. 

Pears’ is pure soap of 
gentle character. 


Sold everywhere. 





AMERICAN IDEALS. 

It is naively sug- 
gested that violent 
anarchists ‘‘ should 
be educated in Am- 
ericanism. There 
would be no violent 
Anarchists to edu- 
cate in Americgnism 
if Americans them- 
selves were more 
Americanistic. — 7%e 
Public. 


SOME ONE has 
arranged a gum- 
chewing contest. 
Unfortunately, this 
is a free country. — 
Chicago Post. 


Ir does seem un- 
reasonable to expect 
a man to go through 
a summer without 
friends for the small 
salary paid a base- 
ball umpire. — Wash- 
ington Star. 


VENEZUELA has not 
yet become neigh- 
borly enough to ask 
our warships to saun- 
ter into her waters, 
but she will. That's 
the way our war with 
Japan ended. — De- 
troit Free Press. 


Tom WATSON has 
again been nomi- 
nated as the Populist 
candidate for Presi- 
dent; but nobody 
seems to be bother- 
ing much about the 
men he is likely to 
choose for places in 
his cabinet.—Chicago 
Record-Heraid. 








OFFICER FLYNN.—An’ so yez ain’t a fake. hey. 


SIGHTLESS. 


loose yer soight? 
THE BLIND PEerRson.—Oh, I was once on the police force with 


orders from me captain not to see anythin’. 


with me. 


“What’s the matter with that old hen?” asked the guinea fowl. 


looks worried.” 





To half a grape fruit add a teaspoonful of Abbott's 
Bitters, and sugar to suit the taste. 
way to serve this delicious fruit. 


It’s the ideal 





Poor Op Birp. 


How did yez 


It got to be a habit 






“She 


“Oh,” replied the bantam rooster, “she’s a temperance crank and she’s 
worrying for fear some of her eggs will be used in the making of egg-nog.”— 


Catholic Standard and Times. 


















The name “CLUETT” 
stands for so very much 
that you want in a shirt 
that your mind is left 


ifree to choose just the 


shirt you want without 
attention to details. 


Chat 


SHIRTS 


$1.50 and more 


“TO-DAY'S SHIRT,” a book- 
let, is yours for the asking. 


CLUETT, PEABODY & OO., 483 River St., a. %. 
Makers of ARROW Collars. 





Troy, 


BUNNER'S 
SHORT 
STORIES 














ae ye 





H. C. BUNNER. 


SHORT SIXES. 
Stories to be Read while the Candle 


Burns. Illustrated. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. 


A Story of Small Stories. Illus- 
trated. 


MADE IN FRANCE. 


French Tales Retold with a United 
States Twist. Illustrated. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. 


Illustrated. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE. 


Stray Notes and Comments on His 
Simple Life. Illustrated. 











Five Volumes, in Cloth, ve. S 
Per Volume, “ 
For sale by all Bookseliers, or pn the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, New York. 

















AChub Cocktail 





4 
Is A Bottled Delight 


HY go to the inconvenience of 
preparing yourown rinks when 
a bottle of CLUB COCKTAILS 
saves all the fuss and trouble. CLUB 
COCKTAILS are perfect cocktails—al- 
ways ready for use. Their fine old 
liquors, measure-mixed, give them a 
uniformity of flavor no = 
ink can possibly possess. 





7 kinds, At all good dealers. Man- 
hattan (whiskey base) and Martini 
(gin base) are universal favorites. 


GE HeublernEBro. 


HARTFORD NEW YORK 


Ir the meek are to | 
inherit the earth they 
will have to hustle to 
get ahead of the re- 


! 


' 
WE trust the white 








LONDON 
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Wuy, Wityum, WuHat AN IDEA! 


Mr. Bryan prints the following in 
big type at the head of his Commoner: 


‘‘THE Best AND ONLY Poticy.” 

George Harvey, editor of Harper's Weekly, 
reputed to be owned by John Pierpont Mor- 
gan, made art interesting answer to the New 
York World’s query, ‘‘What is the best 
principle and what the best policy to give 
the Democratic party new life?’’ Here is 
Mr Harvey’s answer: 

To the Editor of the World: — The best 
principle: The Constitution. ‘The next best: 
‘Tariff for revenue only. The best and only 
policv: Beat Bryan. Grorce HARVEY. 

New York, March to. 

Now, Wilyum! Honest, Injun, cross 
your heart, do you really believe that 
any living human being other than the 
editor has or pretends to have a word to 
say respecting the policy of this jour- 
nal? — Harper's Weekly. 


PRACTICE REQUIRED. 

“ What's the matter,” said the friend 
as he observed the statesman’s frugal 
lunch; “you are not short of funds, 
are you?” 

“No.” 

“ Dyspepsia ?” 

“No. I’m going into campaign life 
soon, and | must learn to accustom 
myself to the dollar dinner.”— IVash- 
ington Star. 











PUCK'S 
MAGAZINE 


is the 
purely 








reatest 
umorous 


publication in the 


ENGLISH LANGUAGE 
It is issued the 


PRICE TEN CENTS PER COPY 
SUBSCRIPTION ${ PER YEAR 


For sale at every news-stand 
in the country 








ceivers.—Chic. Post. 


j sox will prove to be 
of the ‘‘darn-proof” 
variety this year.— 
Chicago Lost. 

A GERMAN legis. | CASTRO again re- 
lator termed the re- _ to on agp 

ters ‘*‘swine.” e seems to a 
Thes're sind rooting non-negotiable inse- 
for him, anyhow. — | curity.-PAiladelphia 
Phila. Ledger. Ledger. 


ONE of the reasons 
why Castro con- 
tinues to be a source 
of trouble may be 
found in the tact that 
Taft has never been 
sent down to settle 
him. — Chicago Re- 
cord-Herald. 


ETTER an occasional bottle of 

EVANS’ ALE to keep you well 
ceived a threatening than a ton of drugs to — you 
black hand _ letter. well. ie ounce of preven- 


Why doesn’t he keep tion” of our forefathers. 


an injunction handy ? In “ Splits”’ as well as regular size bottles 
aes A Bese Pr Clubs, Hotels, Restaurants and Dealers Liverywhere. 
Detroit Free Press. ©. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 


A FEDERAL judge 
in Georgia carries a 
gun because he re- 




















SIMPLICITY. 


MistaH QuimBy.— Wha’ de boss done fiah dat few cashyere foli? 


MIsTAH OTIs.— Foh simplafied spellin’. He done spell debilled 


crab c-o-d-f-i-s-h on de bill-er-fare. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
Sold by good druggists and grocers. 





SINCERITY OR Hypocrisy. 


Publicity of campaign contributions and expenditures is no complicated 
subject that calls for extended debate like rate regulation or currency reform. 
It cannot be put aside on the plea of pressure of business. Republican and 
Democratic leaders alike have inveighed against the corrupt use of money in 
elections. The publication of campaign accounts does not interfere with the 
honest, legitimate use of money by any candidate or party. The whole question 
resolves itself into a simple test of the sincerity and hypocrisy of both parties. 

‘The Republicans, with their majorities in the House and Senate, can pass the 
McCall Campaign Publicity bill with or without the help of the Democrats. ‘They 
control the committees, they fix the programme of legislation, they assume the 
credit for laws enacted. If the McCalt bill dies of neglect this session they must 
also bear the full discredit, and in addition they will run the risk of the Democrats 
voluntarily adopting in the coming campaign the rule of publicity which a Repub- 
lican Congress failed to make compulsory upon all political parties. — 7he World. 


PossiBLy there is a grain of comfort in the straw yote, but there is no record 
that anybody was ever elected by it.— Philadelphia Ledger. 


Ex-Mayor Scumirz was cheered last night in a San Francisco theater. 
This is the last touch to the degradation of an American community. It does 
not represent the true San Francisco, the San Francisco that must eventually 
triumph, but it represents the element that makes honest men ashamed for this 
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PY ARCADIAK. 
BOW MIXTURE \i 7 
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SuRBRUG'S — 
ARCADIA 
The tobacco with a MIXTURE 


regret. 
The ae is that you have wasted so many 
years before you ss smoking ARCADIA, 
The great brotherhood of pipe smokers, who ap- 
preciate a soothing and meditative pipe, and are 
trying to find a tobacco that satisfies Periectiy, 
will find their ideal in ARCADIA MIXTURE, 
If ah ee never had the luxury of smoking 


SEND 10 CENTS 24°22. 


If you are a devotee send us a eulogy. 





THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


$2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. i] 7 
BRANCH WanknousK : 20 Beekman Street. | NEW Youk 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 








city, and that darkens our hopes for a speedy regeneration.— Chicago Post. 
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THE 


PUCK 
PRESS 


has unexcelled facilities for 

the production of printed 

matter in modern style at 
moderate prices. 


far 


Catalogues, Business Announcements, 
Art and Commercial Work, Illustrated 
Books and Pamphlets, Souvenirs and 
Menu Cards, Designed, Illustrated and 
Printed AS THEY SHOULD BE. 


fay 


The entire edition of PUCK, 
including cartoon color plates, 
ts printed by the 


‘PUCK PRESS 


PUCK BUILDING, NEW YORK 














SEND FOR ESTIMATES 











THE MiGcHuty PEN. 


The most extraordinary boycott in 
history is that of the newspaper re- 
porters for the Reichstag. They refuse 
to report until a gross insult is apolo- 
gized for, and their journals support 
them; and the Cabinet and the mem- 
bers of the Reichstag refuse to speak 
so long as their speeches cannot be 
reported. So the pen has another 
victory over the sword. — Zhe Jnde- 
pendent, 
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THE APRIL WIND. 


Eh? W’at? You theenk I looka change’? 
Ah! so I am, an’ eet ees strange. 
Ma frand, you evva hear me growl 
For dat da Northa weend ees howl 
An’ sweep Broadway weeth snow ? 
Baycause | am so tough 





; Ah! no. 
An’ hard, dough weenter storms was rough, 
Dey no could mak’ me colda ’nough, 
How mooch dey steeng an’ blow. 


| 
| 
* * * Vet, here am I, dat was so strong 
| For laugh at weends all weenter long, 
Now lika babe, too soft an’ weak 
To fight wan leetla weend dat sneak 
WwW ri | Ss K E Y Aroun’ dees place to-day. 


No ’Mericana weend ees blow 
Like dees bayfore. Eet com’ an’ go 
An’ catch at me an’ teass me so 
You are offering 
the best when you 
serve Jameson’s 





Eet steal my heart away. 


Eet sneaka from dat leetla street — 

Ha! dat’s eet now! You feelin’ eet? 

Tak’ off your hat an’ let eet play 

All through your hair—so! deesa way — 
Ah! now ees gon’! Dat’s all. 

Eh? What? ‘‘Jus’ breeza from da sea?” 


Sole Agents Ah! ho, ees more dan dat to me; 
W. A. TAYLOR & CO. But eesa voice from Italy 
New York Dat call, an’ call, an’ call! 


—Catholic Standard and Times. 








Apout the time a man gets old enough to know better than, to eat 
more than is good for him he is beyond the age where the life insurance com- 
panies will look at him.— Somerville Journal. 








FT 


AS A 


PRESIDENTIAL 
CANDIDATE 


in the MAY 


METROPOLITAN 
MAGAZINE 


A most important personal and 
political document by the man- 
ager of The Taft Campaign. 








¥ ee gue 8 a 


Tue Hon. FRANK H. HITCHCOCK 


The first authorized declaration of his exact 
position regarding the Roosevelt policies and 
his own plans and purposes, if elected. 





OTHER ARTICLES ON: 
COMMONSENSE IN EXERCISE, 
THE GIANTS OF MODERN WARFARE. 
FIGHTING THE SILVER KING. 
GOOD STORIES. THE BEST IN ART. 


ALL NEWSDEALERS 
15 Cents a Copy $1.50 a Year 


THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE 


3 West 29th Street, New York 


ee or oe 
$7280 $G 730 


Round Trip from Chicago From St. Louis 


| Tickets on sale April 4th, 5th, 25th and 26th—afford- 
| ing you excellent chance to see Uncle Sam’s great and 
powerful fleet of 16 monster battleships—8 great cruisers, 
and flotilla of terrier-like torpedo boats. Great guns will 
salute — blue-jackets will cheer—bands will play—flags 
° will fly. Why not go via 


| Union Pacific 
Southern Pacific 


San Francisco hotels 
are ample to 
take good 
care of 
you. 










Tickets read- 
ing one way 
via Portland, $15 extra. 
Liberal stop-overs allowed. 
Write me today 
for detailed information 
about the display—train serv- 
ice—tickets—reservations, etc. 




















| A Way Ovrt. 

The proprietors of the patent medicine were in grave conference. 

“If we have to label the stuff,” said one, “of course, nobody will buy it.” 

“Well,” said the other, “there’s nothing to prevent us from putting it 
on the market as furniture polish.” 

“You always were the genius of the firm,” conceded the first speaker.— 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


THE divorce-court reporter on a daily paper must be very unsatisfactory 
to his sweetheart when it comes to writing letters. —Somerville Journal. 


SoME impertinent Boston observer has discovered that a bricklayer em- 
ployed by the city lays but seventy-eight bricks an hour. Perhaps he has to 
wait for the man with the mortar and the hod.—Cleveland Tain Dealer. 


Tue Indiana Republican platform has a plank that calls for a bureau of 
mines and mining. ‘This will surprise a lot of people who supposed the Hoosier 
State would first demand a bureau of poets and playwrights. — Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


HERMANN RIDDER says of Payne and Dalzell, who are holding up the 
free wood-pulp bill in the House, “They are kings, emperors.” This is the 
language of hide-bound conservatism. Except the Czar of Russia and the 
Sultan of Turkey, no king or emperor in Europe would dare undertake to 
muzzle a parliament as Payne and Dalzell muzzle the House of Represen- 
tatives—always with the assistance of Uncle Joe Cannon.— Zhe World. 











The Man Who Owns a Mechanical Cl Wagon Maker Money 
83,000.00 CAN BE MADE 


This year, next year and the years thereafter. cleaning houses by our patented 
machinery, by energetic, competent men. with a capital of $2,000 and upwards. 
Over 400 operators in as many towns in the United States. We make the most 
efficient stationary systems for residences, hotels, office buildings, etc. 
WE OWN THE PATENTS AND ARE PROSECUTING ALL INFRINGERS. 
WRITE FOR CATALOG. 


= GENERAL COMPRESSED AIR & VACUUM MACHINERY COMPANY 
‘The Machine that Makes the Honey 4420, Dept. A, Olive Street St. Louis, Mo. 

















THE PUCK PRESS 


WRECKED. 


MoTORTON (miles from anywhere).— That's correct, Henri, — red and a blue for broken axle. That 
ought to fetch a repair car inside of an hour, or I’m way off in my reckoning. 








